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Io his DAUGHTER, being a Medicine or, 
CURE for the Scolding LADIES 


In Anſwer to the Scourge for ill Wives. 


: To Which is Added, 
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The medicine or Cure for the Ladies. | 
ISS Molly, a tam'd Toaſt, was Fair and Young || 
Had Wealth and Charms, — but then ſhe 
had a Tongue 
From Morn P Night. th' Eternal Larum run, 
Which often loſt thoſe Hearts her Eyes had won. 
Sir John was ſmitten, and confeſs'd his Flame, 
Sigh'd at the uſual time, then wed the Dame. 
Poſſeſs'd he thought, of ev ry Joy of Life, 
But his dear AA prov'd a very Wife. 
=. Exceſs of Fondneſs did in time decline, 
= Madam lov'd Money and the Knight lay d. Wine. 
= From whence ſome petty Diſcords woulariſe, 
As Dre a Fool, ——and, Jou are mighty Wiſe. | 
=> Tho” he, and all the World, allow, d her Wit, 
Hier Voce was Shrill, and rather loud than ſweet, = 
E--  When-ſhe began, -for Hat and ſword he'd call | 
TP Then alter a faint Kiſs, — ery B'y, dear A; | 
= Sapper an Friends expect me at the Roe, 
And, what, Sir John, you'll get your uſual Doſe 
So, ſtink of Smoak, and guzzle naſty Wine, 
7% Sure, never yirtuous Love was us'd like mine 
hb Ot: as the watchful Bell-Man march'd his Round | 
8 * e kreſh Bottle gay Sir John he found; | 
A Soo four the Knight would get his Bus'neſs done, 
Amt only then reel'd off, becauſe alone; 
Zh = Full well he knew the dreadful Storm to come, 
. 5 = Bur arm'd with Bourdeaux, he durſt venture home. 
Vu Lady with her Tongue was til 1 
* ne loud, and he deer Tielle 1 Ard, 
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And this; Sir John, isev'ry Day the Trade. 
Here I fit moping all the live-long Night, 


Hey / Hoop ! d'ye hear my damn'dobſtrep rous Spouſe 


To an old uncle oft ſhe would complain, 'B 3 


Cheer up, cry'd he, and I'll remove the Cauſe? / f 


Devour'd with Spleen, and Stranger to Delight; | 
Till Morn ſends Stagg'ring home a drunken Beaſt, 
Reſolv*'dto break my Heart, as well as Reſt. 


What, can't you find one Bed about the Houſe? *' 

Will that perpetual-Clack lyenever {till 

That Rival to the ſoftneſs of a mill! | 

Some Couch and diſtant Room muſt be my Choice, 

Where I may fleep uncurs'd with Wife and Noiſe. 
Long this uncomfortable Life they led, i 

With fnerling Meals, and each a ſeperate-Bed, _ Cc 


Beg his advice, and ſcarcefrom Tearsrefrain: 
Old Wifewood ſmoak'd the matter as it Was, 


A wond'rous Spring within my Garden flows, 
Of ſov'reign Vertue, chiefly to compoſe ; _ 
Domeſtick Jarrs, and Matrimonial Strife : 
The beſt Elixirt' appeaſe Man and Wife :-- - 
Strange are th* Effects, and Qualities Divine, . = 
Tis Water call'd, but worth its Weight inWine: 7 
If in his ſullen Airs Sir John ſhould come __ _ 8 
Three ſpoonfuls take, hold in your Mouth- then Night of 
Smile and look pleas'd, when he ſhall rage and —_— . A 
Still in your Mouth the healing Cordial holds - 7-8 
One Month this Sympathetick dane Ne . 1 
He'll grow a Lover, you a happy R. 
Rh deareſt Niece, beep this grand's e be | 
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Poor many Days theſe fond Endearmentspaſt, 


Entring, he cry's —Hey ! where's our Thunder fled ! 


5 Wond'ring, he ſtar'd, ſcarcely his Eyes believ'd, 
Theſe Night.Cloaths, Moll. become thee mightily! 


Thus the fond Pair to Bed enamour'd went, 


Mas us'd and gone —Then midnightStormsaroſe, 
And Looks and Words the Union discompoſe. 


ice, ſyshe — ! prithee apprehend, 


> Why, hownow, A0); What's the Crotchet now? 


FTranſported does the ſtrange Effects relate, 
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A Water Bortl's brought for her Relief. 
Not Nautz could ſooner eaſę the Lady's Grief: 
Her buſy thoughts are on the Tryal bent, 
And Female like, impatient for th' Event. 

The bonny Knight reels home exceeding clear, 
Prepar'd for Clamour, and Domeſtick War. 


No Hurricane ! Betty's your Lady dead? 
Madam, aſide, an ample Mouthful takes, 
Court'ſy's, looks kind, but not a Word ſhe ſpeaks: 


But found his Ears agreeably decciv'd. 


She ſmiles, and anſwers only with a BoW. 
Then claſping her about Why, let me die! 


With that he figh'd, her Hand began to preſs, 
And Betty calls; her Lady to undreſs, 

Nay kiſsme, 2Mo4y,-——for I'm much inclin'd; 
Her Lace ſhe cuts. to take him in the Mind. 


The Lady pleas d, and the good Knight content. 


Her Coach is order'd, and Poſt-haſte ſhe flies, 
To beg her Uncle for ſome freſh Supplies; 


er Knight's Converſion, and her happy. State! 
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The Water's Water, — Be thy ſelf thy Friend. | 
Such Beauty would the coldeſt Husband warm, 3 
Bur your provoking Tongue undoes the Charm: = 
Be filent and comply ing You'll ſoon find, 
dir John, without a Med'cine, will be kind. 


Ir, 


ed! A Satyr upon an Tenorant Quack. 


Ho' *twas thy luck to cheat che fatal tree, 
1 Thanks be to the partial herd that quitted thee 
\nd to the laſting ſcandal of our times, 
hou'rt ſtill reſerv d to act a new thy crimes, ? 
hink not toꝰ ſcape the juſtice of my rhimes: 
i impartial muſe, in pointed ſtabbing verſe, 
hall all thy ſeveral villanies rehearſe; 
ith wreaths of henbane ſhe'! adorn thy head, 
he'll hunt thee living, and ſhell plague thee dead* 
Baſe ſordid monſter ! mercenary ſlave? 
hou churchyard pimp, and pander to the grave, 
Death's buſy factor, ſon of deſolation, | 
hy country's curſe, and grivance to the nation, 
hou motly lump of i ignorance and pride, 
+ In all the ſcoundrel arts of killing try'd; 
| ow ſhall I tell thy guilt, or how begla 
roſe, ſo laſh a villain cruſted o'er with fin? 4 
| ure in ſome powder. mill, that hot brain'd ſor.” 
hy fatherin the dog-days thee begot ; _ 8 
nd ſome ſhe- bear, in horrid woods alone, 
uckled thee young, and nurſt thee for her own. 
lence thy four brutal temper firſt began, 
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No beams of ſoft ning pity touch thy breaſt, 


Too vile a cell to harbour ſuch a gueſt. e ne 
Oh hadſt thou liv'd in that curſt tyrat,s reign, ind t 
By whoſe command the innocents were ſlain, t if 


Herod might then have ſav'd his men the pains, Et uf 
For thou doſt kill, yet leave 'em all their brains. ure 


Thy druggs alone the fatal work had done, de 
And ſoon difpatch'd them, every mother's ſon. Reign 
Why with our laws, vain volums do we fill, tn 
If ſach as thou have privilege to kill? ay 1 
Mean, louſy felons, for leſs crimes by far ut ſe 
Have off receiy'd the ſentence at the bar: r ſo 
Ftty face of day, thou robb'ſt us of our health, Ind 
And yet are never queſtion'd for the ſtealth. Fe th 
Sure ſome dire planet all thy ſteps purſues, nd t 
Name A/-kill, and a ſickneſs ſtrait enſues. out, 
Thro' thy diſtroying skill diſeaſes reign, Mou 


Nor did a black ſmith teach thee firſt in vain ; [hee 
Not ſword, nor plague, nor famine rauage more, ud! 
Thou kilPR, and fate has hardly time to ſcore, [ct th 
Death tho' unſought, waits on thy murd'ring quſÞ"d « 
Attends each doſe, and lurks in every pill. om 
With little pains, and very little bribing, It te 


I Whole nations might be kill d by thy preſeribingſn th 


But know, dull ſot, the dreadfull hour's at hand, en 


© When before awfull juſtice thou muſt ſtand. t le 


The muſe her ancient freedom does aſſume, 
Then tremble while ſhe thus proclaims thy doo 
For Grubſtreet doggrel furniſh out a = 
And be the jeſt of midwives oer their ale: 
For ſcalded heads moſt learnedly adviſe, 
And in the caſe of kibes ſeem monſterous wiſe! th: 


ne' er conſulted bove a boil or bliſter, 
nd to my lady,s lap-dog give a gliſter. 

t if thy greedy mind muſt pick up pence, 
s, Et up for farrier in thy own defence. 
iS. Jure hogs of meaſles, viſit labouring ſwine, 
d order doſes for thy neighbour's kine. 
eign over beaſts from Berſheba to Dan, 
t never, never meddle more with man. 
ay none leek help from thy damn'd remedies, 
ut ſenſeleſs brutes that health and fame deſpiſe. 
r ſots, on whom each canting fool impoſes, 
nd carted bawds, and ſtrumpets without noſes ; 
2 the moſt ſcorn'd Jack Pudding in the pack, 
nd turn toad-eater to ſome foraign Quack. 
out, pox, and ſtone, with all attending ills, 
hou haſt ſo often threatned in thy bills, 
hee with freſh rage inceſſantly devour, 
Ye, nd leave their pointed darts ig every pore. 
fſet them with force united make thee ſmart, 
quad own thy ſelf a blockhead in thy art, 

om theſe inſulting tyrants find no quarter, 

it to thy own preſcriprion fall a martyr, = 
bingo thy vile ſelf the balefull potions try, 2 
id, hen damn old Galen, and by peace- meal die. 


t let no fever (for I'll once be kind) // ü 
r peſtilence to thee admiſſion find; + Ma = 
oomhoſe generous foes to ſoon conclude their rage, 
d have thee tortur'd for at leaſt an age. 


ay all that malice, fruitfull ro rorment, 
| that revenge of witches can invent; 
viſe Ill that on earth diſpairing wretches fear, 
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Licht on thy head and kindly center there. 


Mark'd with heav'ns ſtamp, like Adam's murd'ring} 


Thro' the whole globe a branded villianrun, (fon *\ 

And all mankind the raving monſter ſhun. 

Deſpiſ'd, abandon'd, rove from pole to pole, 

Thy carcaſe jaded by thy reſtleſs ſoul. 

Where &er thou goeſt ; a mother's curſes meet, 

Pale nurſes thee with execrations greet, 

And wrinkled witches, when thy truck with hell, 

Invoke thy name and uſe it for a me.” 

Blaſpheming leave the world, and never know 

Toe leaſt remitting interval from woe. 

Dire conſcience all thy guilty dreams affright, 
With the moſt ſolemn horrours of the night; 

The ſcreams of infants ever fill thy ears, 

And i1jur'd heaven be deaf to all thy prayers. 
Thus have Leas d. in part, my wrathful ſpleen, 
Nor can't thou ſay the muſe bas been too keen. 

Wunateer the fierceſt ſatire can inſpire, 

Falls valtly hort of what thy crimes require. 

W hat torments then can too ſevere be thought 
For thee, by whom ſuch num'rous ills are eee 
The living tent to an untimely tomb, 

And unborn infants murder'd in the womb. 

For ſeiz'd with grief that by thy fatal aid 

Her much wrong d child was of its life betray'd, 

Theexpiring parent, whom ſcarce art could fave, 

Paid an untimely tribute tothe grave. 

To what degree do quacks. like thee, apnoy, 
Who can'ev'n life, before it comes, deſtroy : a.” 
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